C   A   L   I   S   T   E

become known when a lady, the widow since
some months of one of our relatives, wrote to him
saying that, as she wished to go to Bath with her
son, a boy of nine or ten years of age, she begged
him to take a house where they could all reside
together. My father's notions appeared to me to
be disturbed by this proposition, but I could not
divine whether it was agreeable or disagreeable to
him. Whichever was the case he could not but
acquiesce, and I was despatched to Bath to arrange
a lodging for my father, for this unknown cousin,
her son, and myself.

Cahste had already returned. Enchanted with
doing anything in my company, she directed and
shared my activities with a zeal worthy of a better

cause, and when my father and Lady Betty B------

arrived, they admired in all that they saw round
them an elegance, a taste, which they declared to
surpass anything that they had ever seen, and they
showed me a gratitude which I assuredly did not
deserve. Caliste, on this occasion, had worked
against her own interests; for certainly Lady Betty,
from that moment, attributed to me intentions
which her fortune, her face, and her age made
exceedingly natural. She had married very young
and was only seventeen at the time of the birth of
her son, Sir Harry. I do not therefore blame her
for the ideas that she conceived, nor for the conduct
which was their consequence. What does astonish
me is the impression that her good opinion made
upon me. I was not excessively flattered, but I
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